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of the oncoming unit waved back and shouted, too. Then, when they got close enough, the men who wore the Home Army armbands opened fire Our boys had no arms with them They fell, mowed down almost to the last one The dying soldiers on the pavement saw the Germans calmly take off their red-and-white armbands and, with mocking laughs of triumph, enter the Mostowski Mansion. Only one man from that post miraculously escaped and lived to tell the story of the ruse.
Now, again the German planes swooped down over our heads I dropped the paper, grabbed Barbarka's hand and pulled her after me. We ran down the stairs to the shelter. There was the deafening whistle of a falling bomb, followed by the roar of a close explosion. One... two,..three..,The plaster fell off the walls in big chunks* It was hard to breathe in the gray-black clouds of plaster dust which got into our throats and noses* After a long while I managed to open my eyes* People around me were either sitting or lying down, all holding their hands to their ears. Barbarka hung OB to me. She was crying.
Tfe it our liouse?" a colorless, dust-choked voice asked
We began getting up, cautiously shaking our arms and legs Upstairs, the street was littered knee-high with debris The scratchy dust made us all coughu Sweeper with his boys and the residents of Topiel Street came out to see the extent of the damage. Tlie German planes new turned back and again circled low over our heads, but without dropping any bombs and without strafing us with their machine guns. They, too, were probably appraising the destruction*
Four houses away from our Red Cross station, where No. 19 Topiel Street used to be, there was nothing but a messy heap erf bricks. The fear-story building had crumbled down lite a toy house built of cards. Hie dbbcis Bad closed all the entrances to the ceBar. We stood tfawe